THE CHURCH IN THE GREAT STATE

is in itself a thing indifferent, for it may be the
splendid representation of some heroic god, or the
dark fashioning of a devil, whose service is that
4'Avarice which is Idolatry." What gods of wood
or stone you make matters not; the God that mat-
ters is the god you set up in your heart. The
Calvinists never made a stone image of the thing
they worshipped. If they had, the children would
have run shrieking from its presence. None the
less were they idolaters. It is hardly necessary to
record the difference between the paintings and
images in the churches of to-day and the "religious
art" of the Dark Ages.1 The gentlemanly drawing-
room Christs, the simpering Madonnas, the feeble
self-immolating saints are things of the past, for
the portraits and images are brave and heroic, and
the prevailing conceptions have revolutionised re-
ligious art.

In the huge nave Matins was being sung. Many
of the Jewish psalms had been retained in the
Liturgy, but to the Christian psalter had been added
blank verse and free rhythms of later date. The
chanting by men's voices sounded to me archaic, and
I was better able to appreciate the hymns set to folk-
melodies and sung by children. It seemed strange
that the first lesson should be selected from a
modern writer, but the second was from the New
Testament. People were still coming into the nave,
bringing their chairs from a stack by the west doors,
'Eighteenth, nineteenth, and early twentieth centuries.
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